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Source #1
Case Study #1: Diverse Classrooms

, שו"ת לרבי שלמה אבן דנאן, סימן סגאשר לשלמה

One student came home to his father around
lunch time, and the father asked his son, “My
son, what did you learn today”. His son
answered “Since the morning until now, we
barely learned anything except for a little bit
of Gemara since there was a new student in
class and we had to go slowly until he
understood it, due to him, our learning was
delayed. When the father heard this he
quickly angered and refused to send his son
back to the same teacher. Thus the parents and
teachers sought my guidance to understand
whether the parent owed the teacher a salary
for his work, whether he should be fined or
whether he was exempt from paying…..The
parent also added, “Since this teacher got to
this place and delayed and took away learning
from the group for the sake of the individual, I
do not believe that he will be swift and careful
to give my son the education he deserves...and
we pay a great deal for our children’s
education.

וכאשר בא אחד מבני המדרגה ההיא אצל אביו בסעודת
הצהריים, שאל האיש את בנו: "בני, במה למדתם

היום?" השיבו כי: "מאז הבוקר ועד עתה לא למדנו כי
אם מעט בגמרא [...] לרגל הילד החדש הבא אצלנו

שהוכרחנו להתנהל לאטו עד אשר למד אותה [...] ומצדו
העיכוב בא לנו". כשמוע שמעון אביו את דברי בנו, היטב
חרה לו וגמר אומר שלא להושיב את בנו אצל מלמד זה.
ובכן, הגישו עצומותיהם ראובן ושמעון, לדעת אם חייב
שמעון לשלם חלקו בשכירות המלמד או שייתן קנס, או

שמא הוא פטור מכול וכול… (והוסיף שמעון:) "כיוון
שהגיע המלמד למדרגה זו [...] ועיכב והפסיד את הרבים
בשביל היחיד…אינו מאמינו עוד שיהא זריז ונזהר לתת

לבני חלק ערכו. ובכגון זה לא הרשינו אותך…ואנו
נותנים שכר הרבה. ועל כיוצא בזה אמרו: "חזקה היא

שלא משליך אדם כספו בחינם".

Case Study 2: Modern Midrash
Daniel Boyarin
Intertextuality and the Reading of Midrash,  pg 28

“The verses of the Bible function for the rabbis much as do words in ordinary speech. They are a
repertoire of semiotic elements that can be recombined into new discourse, just as words are
recombined constantly into new discourse. Just as in a lexicon, words are placed into
juxtaposition revealing semantic similarities and differences, so in the midrashic text, semantic



similarities and differences between texts are revealed via new juxtapositions. Just as the words
of any language can be placed into new syntagmatic relations, so can the verses of the Bible.”

The Binding of Isaac
Genesis 22: 1-18

Some time afterward, God put Abraham to the
test. He said to him, “Abraham,” and he
answered, “Here I am.” And He said, “Take
your son, your favored one, Isaac, whom you
love, and go to the land of Moriah, and offer
him there as a burnt offering on one of the
heights that I will point out to you.” So early
next morning, Abraham saddled his ass and
took with him two of his servants and his son
Isaac. He split the wood for the burnt offering,
and he set out for the place of which God had
told him. On the third day Abraham looked up
and saw the place from afar. Then Abraham
said to his servants, “You stay here with the
ass. The boy and I will go up there; we will
worship and we will return to you.” Abraham
took the wood for the burnt offering and put it
on his son Isaac. He himself took the firestone
and the knife; and the two walked off
together. Then Isaac said to his father
Abraham, “Father!” And he answered, “Yes,
my son.” And he said, “Here are the firestone
and the wood; but where is the sheep for the
burnt offering?” And Abraham said, “God
will see to the sheep for His burnt offering,
my son.” And the two of them walked on
together. They arrived at the place of which
God had told him. Abraham built an altar
there; he laid out the wood; he bound his son
Isaac; he laid him on the altar, on top of the
wood. And Abraham picked up the knife to
slay his son. Then an angel of the LORD
called to him from heaven: “Abraham!
Abraham!” And he answered, “Here I am.”
And he said, “Do not raise your hand against
the boy, or do anything to him. For now I

ים ֱא�ִה֔ ֶּלה ְוָה֣ ים ָהֵא֔ י ַאַח֙ר ַהְּדָבִר֣ אֶמרַויְִה֗ ֹ֣ ם ַוּי ה ֶאת־ַאְבָרָה֑ נִָּס֖
אֶמר ֹ֡ אֶמר ִהֵּנֽנִי׃ ַוּי ֹ֥ ם ַוּי יו ַאְבָרָה֖ א ֶאת־ִּבנְ֨� ֶאת־יְִחֽיְד֤�ֵאָל֔ ַקח־נָ֠

ֶרץ ק ְוֶל�־ְל֔� ֶאל־ֶא֖ ְבָּת֙ ֶאת־יְִצָח֔ ַהּמִֹרָּי֑ה ְוַהֲעֵל֤הּו ָׁש֙םֲאֶׁשר־ָאַה֙
ר ֵאֶלֽי�׃ ר אַֹמ֥ ים ֲאֶׁש֖ ד ֶהָֽהִר֔ ל ַאַח֣ ה ַע֚ ֶקרְלעָֹל֔ ֹ֗ ם ַּבּב ם ַאְבָרָה֜ ַוּיְַׁשֵּכ֨

ח ֶאת־ְׁשֵנ֤י ק ְּב֑נֹוַוּֽיֲַחבֹׁ֙ש ֶאת־ֲחמֹ֔רֹו ַוּיִַּק֞ ת יְִצָח֣ נְָעָרי֙ו ִאּ֔תֹו ְוֵא֖
ֶל� ֶאל־ַהָּמ֖קֹום ה ַוָּיָ֣קם ַוּיֵ֔ י עָֹל֔ ֲאֶׁשר־ָאַֽמר־֥לֹו ָהֱא�ִהֽים׃ַויְַבַּק֙ע ֲעֵצ֣
ם ֶאת־ֵעיָנ֛יו א ַאְבָרָה֧ י ַוּיִָּׂש֨ ַוַּיְ֥רא ֶאת־ַהָּמ֖קֹוםַּבּ֣יֹום ַהְּׁשִליִׁש֗

יו ְׁשבּו־ָלֶכ֥ם ם ֶאל־נְָעָר֗ אֶמר ַאְבָרָה֜ ֹ֨ ק׃ ַוּי ֹֽ ּפֹ֙ה ִעֽם־ַהֲח֔מֹורֵמָרח
ה ה ְוִנְֽׁשַּתֲחֶו֖ ֹ֑ ה ַעד־ּכ ַער נְֵלָכ֖ חַוֲאִנ֣י ְוַהּנַ֔ ְונָׁ֥שּוָבה ֲאֵליֶכֽם׃ ַוּיִַּק֨

ק ה ַוּיֶָׂ֙ש֙ם ַעל־יְִצָח֣ י ָהעָֹל֗ ם ֶאת־ֲעֵצ֣ ח ְּביָ֔דֹוַאְבָרָה֜ ְּב֔נֹו ַוּיִַּק֣
ם ֶלת ַוּיְֵל֥כּו ְׁשנֵיֶה֖ ׁש ְוֶאת־ַהַּֽמֲאֶכ֑ קֶאת־ָהֵא֖ אֶמר יְִצָח֜ ֹ֨ יְַחָּדֽו׃ ַוּי

אֶמר ֹ֖ י ַוּי אֶמר ָאִב֔ ֹ֣ ם ָאִבי֙ו ַוּי אֶמר ִהֵּנ֤ה ָהֵאׁ֙שֶאל־ַאְבָרָה֤ ֹ֗ י ַוּי ִהֶּנִּ֣נֽי ְבִנ֑
ֹ֙אֶמ֙ר ה ְלעָֹלֽה׃ ַוּי ים ְוַאֵּי֥ה ַהֶּׂש֖ ֵעִצ֔ ים יְִרֶאה־ּ֥לֹוְוָה֣ ם ֱא�ִה֞ ַאְבָרָה֔

ם יְַחָּדֽו׃ י ַוּיְֵל֥כּו ְׁשנֵיֶה֖ ה ְּבִנ֑ ה ְלעָֹל֖ רַהֶּׂש֛ אּו ֶאֽל־ַהָּמקֹו֮ם ֲאֶׁש֣ ֹ֗ ַוּיָב
ם ַאְבָרָה֙ם ֶבן ָׁש֤ �ָאַֽמר־֣לֹו ָהֱא�ִהי֒ם ַוּיִ֨ ֹ֖ ַח ַוּֽיֲַער ֶאת־ַהִּמזְֵּב֔

ק ְּב֔נֹו ַוָּיֶׂ֤שם ים ַוּֽיֲַעקֹ֙ד ֶאת־יְִצָח֣ ַעלֶאת־ָהֵעִצ֑ ַח ִמַּמ֖ אֹתֹ֙ו ַעל־ַהִּמזְֵּב֔
ח טָלֵעִצֽים׃ ַוּיְִׁשַל֤ח ַאְבָרָה֙ם ֶאת־יָ֔דֹו ַוּיִַּק֖ ֹ֖ ֶלת ִלְׁשח ֶאת־ַהַּֽמֲאֶכ֑

� יְהָו֙ה יו ַמְלַא֤ א ֵאָל֜ ם ׀ֶאת־ְּבנֹֽו׃ ַוּיְִקָר֨ אֶמר ַאְבָרָה֣ ֹ֖ יִם ַוּי ִמן־ַהָּׁשַמ֔
אֶמר ַאל־ִּתְׁשַל֤ח ֹ֗ אֶמר ִהֵּנֽנִי׃ ַוּי ֹ֖ ם ַוּי ַערַאְבָרָה֑ ָיְֽד֙� ֶאל־ַהּנַ֔
ְעִּתי ה יַָד֗ י ׀ ַעָּת֣ ַעׂש ֖לֹו ְמ֑אּוָּמה ִּכ֣ ָּתה ְו֥�אְוַאל־ַּת֥ א ֱא�ִהי֙ם ַא֔ ִּכֽי־יְֵר֤

ְכָּת ֶאת־ִּבנְ֥� ֶאת־יְִחיְד֖� ִמֶּמּֽנִי׃ יו ַוּיְַר֙אָחַׂש֛ ם ֶאת־ֵעינָ֗ א ַאְבָרָה֜ ַוּיִָּׂש֨
יו � ְּבַקְרָנ֑ ז ַּבְּסַב֖ ר נֱֶאַח֥ יִל ַאַח֕ חְוִהּנֵה־ַא֔ ַוֵּיֶ֤ל� ַאְבָרָה֙ם ַוּיִַּק֣
ַחת ְּבנֹֽו׃ ה ַּת֥ יִל ַוּיֲַעֵל֥הּו ְלעָֹל֖ ם ֵׁשֽם־ַהָּמ֥קֹוםֶאת־ָהַא֔ א ַאְבָרָה֛ ַוּיְִקָר֧

ר ַהּ֔יֹום ה ֲאֶׁש֙ר יֵָאֵמ֣ ה ׀ יְִרֶא֑ אַה֖הּוא יְהָו֣ ה יֵָרֶאֽה׃ ַוּיְִקָר֛ ר יְהָו֖ ְּבַה֥
ם ֵׁשִנ֖ית ִמן־ַהָּׁשָמֽיִם׃ ה ֶאל־ַאְבָרָה֑ � יְהָו֖ ְעִּתיַמְלַא֥ י נְִׁשַּב֖ אֶמר ִּב֥ ֹ֕ ַוּי

ר יָת֙ ֶאת־ַהָּדָב֣ ר ָעִׂש֙ ַען ֲאֶׁש֤ י יַ֚ ה ִּכ֗ ְכָּתנְֻאם־יְהָו֑ ה ְו֥�א ָחַׂש֖ ַהּזֶ֔
� ֲאָבֶרְכ֗� ה ֶאֽת־זְַרֲע֙�ֶאת־ִּבנְ֥� ֶאת־יְִחיֶדֽ�׃ ִּכֽי־ָבֵר֣ ה ַאְרֶּב֤ ְוַהְרָּב֨

ת ר ַעל־ְׂשַפ֣ יִם ְוַכ֕חֹול ֲאֶׁש֖ י ַהָּׁשַמ֔ תְּככֹוְכֵב֣ ׁש זְַרֲע֔� ֵא֖ ַהָּי֑ם ְויִַר֣
ל ֹ֖ ַער אֹיְָבֽיו׃ ְוִהְתָּבֲר֣כּו ְבזְַרֲע֔� ּכ ְעָּתַׁש֥ ר ָׁשַמ֖ ֶקב ֲאֶׁש֥ ֶרץ ֵע֕ ּגֹוֵי֣י ָהָא֑

ְּבקִֹלֽי



know that you fear God, since you have not
withheld your son, your favored one, from
Me.” When Abraham looked up, his eye fell
upon a ram, caught in the thicket by its horns.
So Abraham went and took the ram and
offered it up as a burnt offering in place of his
son. And Abraham named that site
Adonai-yireh, whence the present saying, “On
the mount of the LORD there is vision.” The
angel of the LORD called to Abraham a
second time from heaven, and said, “By
Myself I swear, the LORD declares: Because
you have done this and have not withheld
your son, your favored one, I will bestow My
blessing upon you and make your descendants
as numerous as the stars of heaven and the
sands on the seashore; and your descendants
shall seize the gates of their foes. All the
nations of the earth shall bless themselves by
your descendants, because you have obeyed
My command.”

Source #2
Almog Behar
Until my Son Reached the Age of Three
From “Poems for prisoners” - 2015

I didn’t tell my son about G-d until he reached
the age of three
So that he wouldn’t be scared
And when he turned three, I arranged for a
meeting between them
This is my G-d, I told my son
This is my son, I told my G-d
Each of them asked questions about the other
My son asked
Is G-d one of our relatives, like a grandparent
or uncle?
Not exactly I answered him
My G-d asked, what is the name of your son?

ֱא�ִהיםַעלִלְבנִיִסַּפְרִּתי�אָׁש�ׁשְלגִילֶׁשִהִּגיַעַעד
ֶהֵּכרּותֵּבינֵיֶהםָעַרְכִּתיָׁש�ׁשֶּבןּוְכֶׁשּנֲַעָׂשהיְִפַחד.ֶׁש�א .

ֵלא�ַהיָאַמְרִּתיְּבנִי,זֶהִלְבנִי.ָאַמְרִּתיֱא�ַהי,זֶה .
ָׁשַאלְּבנִיזֶה.ַעלזֶהְׁשֵאלֹותֶאָחדָּכלָׁשֲאלּו :
ָסבְּכמֹוִמְּקרֹוֵבינּו,ֶאָחדהּואזֶהֱא�ֶהי�ַהִאם ,
ָׁשַאלֱא�ַהילֹו.ָענִיִתיְּבִדּיּוק,�אּדֹוד?ְּכמֹו :
ִלְבנִיַרִּביםֵׁשמֹותלֹוָענִיִתיִּבנְ�?ֵּׁשםַמה ,

ַוֲחמּוד-ֵאלָחמּודּוְמתֹוק-ֵאל,ָמתֹוק ,
לֹוָענִיִתיֱא�ֶהי�?ֵּׁשםַמהָׁשַאל:ְּבנִיַוֲחִביב-ֵאל.ָחִביב
ָּברּו�ַהָּקדֹוׁשְוהּואַמְלֵּכנּו,ָאִבינּוהּואֵלא�ַהי,ַרִּביםֵׁשמֹות
,הּוא
ֵאלְוהּואיְִתָּבַר�,ַהֵּׁשםְוהּואעֹוָלם,ֶׁשלִרּבֹונֹוְוהּוא

ֵוא�ַהיֵוא�ִהים .
ֵהַׂשְמִּתיּוִמּיָדָאַהְבָּת,ֲאֶׁשריְִחיְד�ִּבנְ�אֹוֵמר:ֵהֵחלֱא�ַהי
ַעְצִמי



I answered him, my son has many names:
Hamud (sweetie) and Hamud-el, Habibi
(beloved) and Habibi-el.
My son asked, what is the name of your G-d?
I answered him, my G-d has many names: He
is our Father the King (Avinu Malkenu), He is
the Holy One Blessed be He. He is the Lord
of the Universe, He is the Blessed Name, He
is God (El) and G-d (Elokim) and my G-d
(Elokai).
G-d began speaking and said “Your son, your
only son, the one you love” and I immediately
made myself as someone who could not hear
HIS voice.
My son then asked “Who will you love
more”?
And it made me happy that the word “love”
appeared in his speech
I immediately distracted him with my finger
pointing at a plane in the sky and a ladybug
that passed between us in the grass
Instead of telling him “each of these are the
works of G-d” I told him, “these things are
nice…..right?”

ּתֹאַהבִמיֶאתָׁשַאל:ְּבנִיקֹולֹו.ֶאתׁשֹוֵמַעֵאינֹוֶׁשּׁשּובְּכִמי
יֹוֵתר

ֵהַסְחִּתיּוִמּיָדְּבִדּבּורֹו,ַאֲהָבהַהִּמָּלהֶׁשהֹוִפיָעהְוָׂשַמְחִּתי
ְּבַהְצִּביִעיַּדְעּתֹו

ֵּבינֵינּוֶׁשָעְבָרהִחּפּוִׁשיתְוַעלַּבָּׁשַמיִםֶׁשָחַלףָמטֹוסַעל
לֹולֹוַמרּוִבְמקֹוםַּבֶּדֶׁשא.

? נָכֹוןיִָפים,לֹו:ָאַמְרִּתיֱא�ַהי,ַמֲעֵׂשיֵאּלּוָּכל

Source #3
Adi Keisar
“The Binding of Adi”
From “Black on Black” 2016

On the path home
I inhale air
My lungs fill
The air surrounds my wound

There, no-one breaths

בדרך הביתה
שואפת אויר

הראות מתמלאות
האויר עוקף את הפצע

שם לא נושמים



On the third day
At home in front of the TV
I asked my mother
“Am I your daughter, your only daughter, the
one you love”

On the third day,
In front of a sink filled with dishes
Between the wood and the fire
I asked my mother
Where is the sacrificial offering?

A moment before she lifted her hand,
I told my mother
That my body is lying
And added
That I lie to my body as well

My body says it will die first
And I say,
I will

On my way out I closed the door
On my eye there were spots
Remnants of mud
From the path                    

ביום השלישי
בבית מול הטלויזיה

שאלתי את אמי
אני ביתך, יחידך אשר אהבת?

ביום השלישי
מול כיור עמוס כלים

בין האש והעצים
שאלתי את אמי

איה השה לעולה

רגע לפני שהרימה את ידה
ספרתי לאמא

שהגוף משקר לי
והוספתי

שאני משקרת גם לו

הוא אומר שימות קודם
אני אומרת

שאני

בצאתי סגרתי את הדלת
על העין כתמים

שאריות בץ
מהדרך

Case Study #3: How do we remember?
Source #4 Jaqueline Shohet Kahanoff: Mama Camouna
Found in Mongrels or Marvels

Then I remember my grandmother telling me when I was a child how Mama Camouna and the other
women would take the children to the Jewish cemetery in Tunis, so the dear dead wouldn’t be lonely. “At
first we lamented and tore at our cheeks, and then we’d settle down for a collation, and the children
would play hide and seek among the graves. And we’d remember what our dear ones had said and done
and told stories about them. Oh, we’d laugh so much remembering your great-uncle Fragi, because he
was so gay, always playing pranks and at weddings he’d compose songs, honoring the bride and groom
and their families, with refrains about everybody”. Then Grandmother and her daughters would
remember those weddings in Tunis, what everybody wore, some of the women still in their traditional
dresses, wrapped up in big white silk shawls, and those who already dressed in the style that was
“modern” before the First World War. Their infectious laughter sometimes seems to echo among the cold
rectilinear alignment of the graves in Holon and they all seem to be there, and I am the surviving witness
of something marvelous, warm, vital and live, which I knew but which no longer is………...Gerard knits



his eyebrows and asks, “But how did it happen that for the last three or four generations we’ve been
constantly on the move? And it’s not finished, how did it all begin? So mother tells Gerard how in her
family it might have begun. “You see, your great grandfather had an oil press in Monastir, a small village
in Tunisia. The oil was stored in big jars, like those in the table about Ali Baba and the forty thieves. One
jar was kept for ablutions. There was of course no running water in those days. Well, one day, after he
had worked hard and sweated and felt very hot, he had the jar filled with cold water and stayed in it too
long. He died of pneumonia as as consequence. Times were already changing and your great-grandfather
my Uncle David, the eldest son, decided to try his luck in Tunis, the big city, and gradually he brought the
whole family over to Tunis, that’s how it all began”.
“Well” Gerard said, “it’s not given to everybody to have had an ancestor who died taking a cold bath in
an oil jar. I’ll have to tell the cousins in Paris about it. I wonder why Grandmother never did.”
“Perhaps,” Mother said, at once gentle and reproaching, “because you never asked, how do you want us
to tell when you young people aren’t interested in those old tales, when you can’t be bothered with the
past, because the world you live in is so different, isn’t it best to wait until you ask?” She glances at me
slyly, isn’t it so my daughter?”

Source #5
Erez Bitton “Taktsir Siha”
What does it mean to be authentic,
To run through the Middle of Tel Aviv Streets
And shout in Moroccan Jewish Arabic:
Ana Min-El Maghreb, Ana Min El-Maghreb (I am from the Atlas Mountains, I am from the Atlas
Mountains)


